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We're only having some fun 


Author's Notes: 
This never happened. It could've -- but it didn't. 


Tracii surfed the smoggy asphalt streets of LA, his stance low, one hand hanging onto a bumper, the other 
held out for balance. Car horns honked with disapproval; a fist thrust out of the driver's side window shook 


itself at him. "Get off my damn car, kid!" 


Tracii saluted the driver with a middle finger, then timed it just right and let go of the bumper, his momentum 
slingshotting him down the side street. What was the big deal, anyway? Why did the drivers of LA. begrudge a 
kid a lift? Tracii couldn't wait till he could afford a car of his own, but right now his skateboard was his only 


pair of wheels-- 


He hit a patch of gravel, sending him flying, end over end, into a large bush. Fortunately the backpack Traci 
was wearing took the brunt of the impact. Groaning, Tracii flailed about, succeeding in tumbling out, head-first, 
onto the sidewalk His legs were still stuck in the bush. He wiggled his toes, and satisfied that he wasn't 
paralyzed and nothing was broken, he craned his head around, trying to find his skateboard. 


A face invaded his field of vision. "This must be yours," the stranger said in his thick accent, holding up Tracii's 
skateboard. "Care for a hand? Or do you plan to take a nap in that bush?" 


"Hey, don't hassle me, man," grumbled Tracii. He swung his legs over his head, springing up cat-like, reaching up 


to adjust his sunglasses. "I know you," he said in wonderment, gaping at the stranger. 

"| very much doubt that," said the stranger dryly. He was a tall, slim raven-haired man several years older 
than Tracii himself, with a distinctive British accent. He wore a sinfully tight pair of black jeans and a plain t- 
shirt with the arms cut off. 


"No! | mean, | recognize you," said Tracii quickly. He brushed leaves and debris from his legs. "You're the singer 


from Girl, that band with the guitarist from Def Leppard." 

"Phil Collen," the stranger finished for him. " You know Girl?" 

"Yeah! | bought the first album because you guys were all glammed out on the cover, kinda like the New York 
Dolls!" Tracii could barely restrain himself. He and Axl had gone crazy for the beautiful faces and beautiful 
guitar riffs in that Girl album. He'd never imagined he'd meet Phil Lewis from Girl a world away from merry 


ol! England, here in sunny Los Angeles. "What are you doing here?" 


Phil Lewis -- for that was the stranger's name -- handed Tracii his skateboard. "I'm here for a showcase. 


There's some record executives who think they can make something of us." 

"Wow!" Tracii was almost breathless. "That's awesome. You'll be a big rock star, like the guys in Van Halen!" 

"So they tell me," murmured Phil. He looked Tracii over from the top of his messy head (with some leaves still 
stuck in his hair) to the bottoms of his sneakers. "I find myself at a bit of a disadvantage. You know all about 


me, but | know nothing of you." 


‘Oh, sorry!" Tracii stuck out his hand for a vigorous shake that seemed to leave Phil Lewis amused. "I'm Tracii 


Guns. l'm a musician, too. My band's gonna be the next big thing.” 

"Are you, now?" 

"Yeah, we're called Guns N Roses," Tracii told him proudly. "| might change the name back to LA. Guns, though." 
"Do you sing?" Phil asked him. 

"Me? Nah. My friend Axl does." Tracii wrinkled his nose a bit. "lm a guitarist.” He mimed playing a wicked riff. 


Phil smiled coyly at him. "And what had you in such a dash?" He looked pointedly at the ruined bush. "Late for 


practice?" 


"No, | was heading to the beach." Tracii bounced with excitement. "See--" he unbuttoned his shorts and began 
yanking them down. 


"What are you doing?" Phil was somewhat alarmed. 


"Huh? I'm not gonna get naked, don't worry!" Tracii laughed. "| was just gonna show you my swim trunks that 


lm wearing under my shorts.” 


"Is that a tattoo?" Phil noticed the ink peeking over the edge of the swim trunks slung low on Tracii's hip. He 
traced the outline with his fingertip. 


"My first" He'd paid for it with his gig money. "I'm gonna get a pentagram on my palm next." 
"| like it," Phil said appreciatively. "I've not seen many hip tattoos. Perhaps I'll get one like that one day.’ 


"I know a place on Sunset that'll do it for you," Tracii told him, hitching his shorts back up. A light bulb went 
off above his head; Tracii had never gotten so much attention from a bonafide rock star before, and he 
desperately wanted Phil Lewis to hang out with him. "Hey, you wanna come to the beach with me? Come see 


the girls rollerskating in their bikinis?" 


Phil tilted his head to one side, intrigued. "How're we to get there? You riding your skateboard with me riding 


on your shoulders?" 
"There's a bus," Tracii said. 


Phil seemed to consider this for a moment. "| have to be back at the hotel by seven. I'm meeting my guitarist 


for dinner." 


Hs guitarist. Tracii choked down a bit of jealousy at the thought of some other guitarist getting all of Phil's 
attention "Sure, | can get you back by then. Whatever it takes.’ 


Tracii affixed his skateboard to his backpack and they walked down to the bus stop. He helped Phil figure out 
the tickets and they boarded the bus, claiming seats in the back. "I've not been to Los Angeles before," Phil 


confessed to him. 


"Really? | was born here." The palm trees lining the streets were as familiar as the faces of old friends. He'd 
barely been out of California -- Tracii's earliest memory was of the commune where his parents had lived 
when he was very small. He remembered playing with the other babies while their hippie moms and dads sang 
and clapped their hands and passed around joints. "Where have you been?" 


‘Oh, most of Europe, when | was touring with Girl," Phil replied. "France, Germany, the Netherlands, Belgium. 
Thailand." 


"Thailand! 
"Strange place." Phil smiled at him. "Pretty girls, prettier boys" 

Tracii fidgeted a little closer to him on the bus seat. "Ill go there. When I hit the big time” 
"And you think Guns N Roses will take you there?" 


"Or LA. Guns. Whichever name | decide on" Lately, things hadn't been that great between Axl Rose and him. 
They'd been thick as thieves since Axl came to LA, but Axl had been acting weird. He wasn't the Axl that 
Tracii remembered. Maybe he should find a new singer. Someone less volatile. Someone like Phil, someone with 


class, not straight out of a trailer in Indiana. 
| hope you find it's everything you dreamt it to be," Phil told him. 


They reached their stop and Tracii bounded off the bus, leading Phil down to the Malibu pier. As promised, 
girls rollerskated past them, batting their lashes at the two young men. Their day-glo bikinis left afterimages 
when one closed one's eyes. Millionaires dined at the little cafes overlooking the beach. Some beachgoers had lit 
fires in the tall metal trashcans. The waves crashed against the tall wooden supports holding up the pier as 
Tracii introduced Phil to the Pacific Ocean. "Have you ever skateboarded before?" Tracii asked him as he rode 


in a circle around Phil 
Phil shaded his eyes against the sunlight reflecting off the water. "I cant say that | have." 


Its not that hard," Tracii assured him, stepping off the skateboard and taking Phil by his hand, helping him on. 
"IFs all about balance." Phil pushed off and actually made it a few feet with Tracii running alongside him, holding 
his hand to steady him. "You're doing it! We'll get you on a surfboard in no time." 


Coasting to a stop, Phil let his free hand rest against Tracii's chest, steadying himself as he stepped off the 
skateboard. His palm was warm, and his fingers brushed against Tracii's nipple for the merest of moments. 
"One thing at a time," Phil said as he ambled over to the edge of the pier. Tracii affixed his skateboard to his 
backpack again while keeping an eye on Phil. He had the sexiest, most self-confident walk that Tracii thought 


he'd ever seen He couldn't imagine that Phil had ever met anyone he couldn't effect with his magnetism. 


Phil and Tracii walked to the little white café at the end of the pier, and Phil ordered himself a drink. "Have you 


had wine before?" he asked Tracii, watching him over the rim of his glass. 
"Yeah, lots of times. At Shabbat." 
"Shabbat?" 


"Jewish holiday," Tracii told him. 


"Do good Jewish boys have tattoos?" Phil asked, indicating Tracii's hip. He took a sip of his wine and offered the 
glass to Tracii. 


"Good Jewish boys don't," Tracii admitted, taking the wine glass from Phil. "But I'm not a good boy." He grinned 
at Phil before finishing off the glass. Whooping, he grabbed at an overhead beam and flipped himself up onto 
the roof. 


"Tracii! Come down from there!" Phil called up to him. "You'll break your neck!" 


"l'm fine," Tracii assured him. He shed his shirt, then his shorts, and tossed them both with his backpack down 
to Phil. "Hold this for me." He then leaped onto his skateboard and went flying right off the edge of the roof. 


For an exhilarating instant, he was mid-air, his feet still on his board, before he crashed into the ocean 


"Traci! Tracii, no!" Phil made to strip off his own shirt and shoes, preparing to dive in after him, when Tracii 
surfaced, spraying water and laughing. He floated on his back and put his hands behind his head like it was 
nothing. 


"The water's fine! Come on in!" 
"Tracii, you could've been killed!" 


"Nah, I'm good" Tracii swam for the shore. Phil raced down the pier, carrying an armful of their things, to 
catch up with him. Tracii came splashing out of the ocean, smiling ear-to-ear, holding his wet skateboard. His 
wet hair was plastered to his face and neck, droplets falling down onto his sunkissed shoulders and chest. 
Miraculously, his sunglasses were still on. Seeing the stricken look on Phil's face, Tracii clapped an arm over his 
shoulder (not caring that he was drenching Phil) and said, "Follow me." 


They found a spot under the sheltering pier, where Tracii spread out a beach towel from his backpack and 
sprawled out. Phil sat down next to him and offered him his shirt back. Tracii sat up, grabbed one end of the 
shirt in each of his hands and, quick as a whip, swung the shirt over Phil's shoulders and pulled him close. 
Their mouths met; Phil kissed him back eagerly, licking at Tracii's lips, requesting entry. Tracii fell onto his 
back, pulling Phil half on top of him. He sucked at Phil's tongue, pushing his heels into the sand to get purchase 
so he could arch up against Phil and feel that sweet friction He felt like he was under a spell, he was entirely 
in Phil's hands, and at his mercy. 


Phil pulled back from him. "Tracii," he whispered. "How old are you?" 
Tracii plucked at Phil's shirt, wishing he'd let Tracii take it off him. "Old enough." 


Tenderly, Phil pulled Tracii's sunglasses off and sat them aside. He stared into Tracii's eyes, taking his measure. 


"You're too young for me." 


"Heyl" Tracii protested, 


Phil sighed, his eyes sliding closed. "I want to. You haven't any idea how much | want to. But I'm nearly thirty, 


Tracii" 
Tracii frowned. "It's not such a big deal. In a few years, you won't even care." 


"In a few years.." Phil kissed the spot between Tracii's eyes. "You'll break my heart. Come, let's get back to my 
hotel." 


"Oh, a hotel room?" Tracii waggled his eyebrows at him. 


"Don't get any ideas!" Phil sounded a bit exasperated. A bus trip across town, and they were back where they'd 


met. Tracii walked him back to his hotel, where a very tall man waited for them. 


"You're late. Where've you been?" This stranger had an Irish accent and multicolored hair. He looked like an old 
punk. 


| was off exploring the city with my young friend here," Phil explained. "Bernie, this is Tracii. Tracii, Bernie.” 
"Bernie.. Torme?" Tracii was starstruck again. "You played with Ozzy!" 

"Aye, | played with Ozzy," Bernie Torme said, annoyed. "Don't ye have homework to do, kid?" 

"Bernie," warned Phil. 


Tracii glared at them. "See ya around, Phil," he said, before turning on his heel and getting ready to skate off. 


A hand on his shoulder gave him pause. 
"| will be seeing you," Phil promised him. "In a few years, when we're both rock stars, look me up." 
Tracii couldn't help but smile at him. "You think I'll make it?" 


"You're a star, Tracii. lIl be waiting." Phil caressed the side of his face, then ran back to Bernie Torme, who 


was giving him a shocked look. 


Tracii took off on his skateboard, pumping his fist in the air in triumph. 


